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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Submitted as part of the Adopt-a-Band Challenge, 26 May 2006. The actual adopted band is The Police, but 
Paul Cook and Chrissy Hynde really wanted to be a part of this, so | wound up adopting The Sex Pistols and The 


Pretenders as well. 


Fur sidewinder. 


1177, London, England 


There are twenty-four hours in a day. The SEX boutique at Kings Road is open for at least eleven of those 
hours (eight on Saturdays) (closed on Sundays). Customers come in-give or take-every ten minutes or so, if 
its a good day. If its a really good day, customers who actually buy something come in every hour or so, 
dwindling off at 4.00 PM for tea (and alcohol) and then sauntering back at 7.00 PM to kick at the Closed sign 
and yell obscenities. Some days the place is so empty not even half the employees show up (and those who do 


tend to be high, or drunk, or both). Some other days the shop is so full and so busy that as he walks in he's 


greeted with: 

"Sod off, Stewart! We're fucking busy!" 

Today is not one of those days. 

Paul Cook stands behind the checkout counter, chin on his hand, staring up at the ceiling with a look of 
studious, vacant concentration. Stewart leans in close to his cheek and follows the line of Paul's sight. Peeling 
paint. Paul is staring at peeling paint. 

"Having fun?" 

"Fuckin ecstatic." 

"He's been like that for five minutes now." The speaker is an American girl, a willing expatriate. She's sitting 
cross-legged in front of the counter, her back to the glass. Flat black hair spiked along the top frames a gaunt, 
no-nonsense face. If she had lipstick, it's since faded, wiped off by the back of her hand or transferred onto 
the neck of a bottle or the butt of a cigarette. She cradles the first in her right hand and pinches the other 


between the fingers of her left. Stewart knows her. Chrissy Hynde. He corrects girl for woman and nudges her 


hip with his foot in greeting. "Hey, Stu," she says. 
"Any actual employees around today?" Stewart says. 


"That cashier girl, Vonda or something, she was around. Went out for tea. She hasn't been back for, what..2 
Stingo? How long's Vonda been gone?" 


"Does it bloody well matter?" 

Sting nods once at Stewart. He winks, nice and slow. He's lounging on a beat up sofa that had once been canary 
yellow but now looks as if it has been dipped in weeks old piss. It sets off Sting's blond hair and perfectly 
frames his lean, compact build and the bastard knows it. Stewart shoves aside Sting's legs and plops down on 
the sofa. A spring shifts and groans beneath him; the cushion on Sting's end of the couch rises a few inches. It 
rather throws off his pose. Sting rises on his knees and sits along the sofa's top edge, feet sinking into the piss 
yellow upholstery. 

Stewart locks his fingers over his stomach. "So it's just you blokes, then?" 


Paul nods, eyes still worshipping peeling paint. 


"Well, | was bored," Stewart says. "I thought I'd come hang out. But my flat looks downright exciting compared 
to you sorry lot." 


"Sorry," Chrissy says. "You missed Rotten. He flittered in, then," she waves her fingers through the air, 


bouncing a little on her bum, "he flittered right back out" 


Just as well. Stewart had no real interest in seeing Rotten. He didn't even really care for any excitement. His 
flat had been empty; just him and his bedroom furniture and his bed and a record player and his drums in the 
corner. He had wondered where Sting had gone off to. He hadn't dropped by as usual. Now he reckoned Sting 
had run into Chrissy and Chrissy mustve been bored and they must've figured, hey, SEX is always good for a 
lark, innit? Let's go fuck-off over there and bugger about with The Pistols. Right? Only that hadn't quite 
worked out. If that had been the plan at all. Maybe they'd had no plans. He had no plans. This is what he 
wanted to do. Just sit around with them. This was good. 


He wasn't going to admit it. 


"You didn't come by the flat today, Sting. | think I've finally figured out what to do with the bridge for that 
demo you dropped off. | figured maybe a triplet and-" 


"God, Stewart, leave work at home." 


"Yeah," Paul says. His voice never seems to rise or fall. It's flat and meditative, as if the peeling paint were 
dictating the words to him. "Don't bring work into someone else's work. This is SEX fr fuck's sake." 


Stewart doesn't slump down. His shoulders don't sag. He's glad for that. He catches Chrissy looking at him. They 
both look away at the same time. Sting has spread his legs wider, hands dangling between his thighs as he 
looks out the boutique's window, patches of clear glass peeking out in between clothes and flyers and home- 


made stickers and impromptu art and poetry and scratched out nonsense. 


No one speaks for a while. Stewart tries to get comfortable, but the sofa's spring is digging into his bum. He 
has no more room to his left, only a curved, wooden armrest that looks about as uncomfortable as the spring. 
Sting is to his right, legs spread, blue eyes flicking from left to right as he takes in everything and nothing at 


all. 


Chrissy stretches out on the floor. She takes a gulp from her bottle (the label is in Russian) (it's likely vodka) 
and stares up at the ceiling. After her second gulp she tips the bottle upside down and shakes it. A few drops 
splatter over her blue leather jacket. "Aw, shit," she mutters. "H's over. Now I'm gonna have to listen to you 


guys not talk” 


She places the bottle on the floor, then tips it over with a flick of her thumb and index finger. The bottle rolls 
across the floor, rattling-tinkling as it goes. Stewart stops it with his foot. 


"Hey now," Sting says. "There's an idea" 
"Getting drunk?" Paul says. 


"Buying more vodka in Russia?" Stewart deadpans. 


"No, you bloody gits." Sting clambers off the sofa and pries the bottle out from beneath Stewart's foot. He 
weighs it in his hand, frowning at the label. He taps the bottle against his temple. "Let's play a game." 


He walks to the centre of the room and places the bottle on the floor, careful, slow, spreading out his fingers 


after he's done, like some Punk magician. 

Stewart shifts to the right side of the couch. The springs seem to have been torn out from this end. He sinks 
into the upholstery, bony knees jutting up. He takes in the bottle and Sting with his fingers still spread and 
Chrissy still on her back, looking at Sting, and Paul finally taking his eyes off the ceiling to stare at the bottle. 
'Issat it?" Paul says. "That's what you suggest we do? Stare at that soddin’ bottle? Its fuckin’ empty.’ 

"| said we're going to play a game, Paul." Sting grins. "Spin the bottle." 

Chrissy scoffs. "Spin the bottle? Like in kindergarten?" 

"Like in adult parties," Sting says. If he's annoyed at the lack of enthusiasm for his game, he's hiding it well. 
He's downright posing, that peacock. He rubs his hands together. "There's four of us, so that's perfect. We all 
get a possible partner." 


"Wait," Stewart says. "We're going to be.. kissing?” 


Kissing. Making out. Licking disgusting stuff. Whatever your twisted little mind can come up with." Sting spreads 


out his hands. "You said you were bored." 
"We could leave the shop. If you come to my flat, we could-" 


Sting waves him into silence. "McClaren's ordered Paul to stay here, and he wants me and Chrissy to stick 
around as well, so that the shop won't look empty. Reputation and all that.” 


Stewart stares at the bottle. He knows he's staring. Sting's up to something. He's wearing his Mephistopheles 
face, the one that makes his eyes light up somehow even though he's not smiling and not doing much of 
anything. He's standing perfectly still, eyes on Stewart, arms loose at his sides. Stewart chews on his lower lip. 


"All right," he says, measuring out the word. He points his chin at Chrissy. "You in?" 


"Might as well" She stands, slapping dust and gum wrappers off her pants. "Paul? You have to join us now, or 


this'll get pretty boring." 


They sit cross legged around the bottle, Chrissy to Stewart's right, Paul on his left, Sting right across. He's 
enjoying this. That little prick is grinning. He reaches out long fingers and places the bottle on its side, holding it 


in place as if it were something precious or powerful. Stewart wants to roll his eyes. Maybe he does. Sting's 


grin falters a tiny fraction. He composes himself and nods at Chrissy. 
"You go first." 


"Right-o, guvnor," she says, affecting a British accent. The bottle spins round and round, a single Cyrillic letter 
visible at the centre of a white and red blur. "Are we doing truth or dare, or are you looking to see some skin, 


Stingo?" She waggles her eyebrows. 


If we do truth or dare," Paul muses, eyes fixed firmly on the bottle's centre of gravity, "we can dare 


someone t'get naked. Or to take their top off, at least. Best that way, really. Nice an’ slow." 
"But-but what if McClaren comes in?" Stewart says. 


"Easy," Sting says. He gets up and locks the shop's door. He flicks over the Open sign so that it reads Closed. He 
mimes dusting off his hands as he settles back down again. "He won't be able to get in" 


Stewart's gaze catches on the word Open. It hovers right above Sting's head. "Nobody else will be able to get 
in, either. What are you going to tell McClaren when he finds out no customers were allowed in as we got.." He 


lowers his voice. "Naked" 


"Naked?" Chrissy yells. "We're getting naked? Dear God, no!" She gives Stewart a playful shove. "Relax, Stu. That 
window's so full of crap, no one's gonna see your willie. Only us. And we don't care. Do we, Paul?" Paul nods. 
"Stingo?" Sting grins. Chrissy grasps Stewart's shoulders and gives him a little shake. "See? Safe as houses." 


Sting's grin never heralds safety. But why argue. 
"Fine, then," Stewart sighs. 


"No one's as been comin’ in anyway," Paul says. He points at the botle's neck. "l'm up, by the by. Have at me, 


Chris." 


Paul chooses dare and looses his pants. He gets to keep his knickers. For now, Chrissy chortles, rubbing her 


hands. 
"Clockwise turns," she says next, turning to Stewart. "So you're up." 


Stewart reaches out for the bottle in what must seem like turtle speed to the others. He spins and 
everybody's eyes are on the bottle. It slows down much too quick for Stewart's comfort. He doesn't know 
whether to screw his eyes shut or keep them open as wide as they'll go. Either way he'll look like a git. Either 
way the neck could point at Sting. Either way. 


Oh God. Don't point at Sting. Please. No. Wait. Point at Sting. Get this over with. No, don't. Please. 


The neck points to Chrissy. 
Oh, thank fuck. 


Chrissy leans close, expectant. Stewart scratches his head. "Truth or dare?" Chrissy chooses dare. Of course. 


"Um. Ah, ki-Um, no. Erm. Rush out into the street and yell I'm a git..? Uh, no. That's-" 
Sting pushes out an exasperated groan. "For fuck's sake, Stewart, just pick something!" 


A frown works its way across Stewart's face. He sucks in his lower lip and looks straight into Sting's eyes. He 
speaks to Chrissy. 


"Kiss Sting." 


For a moment, no one says a word. Then Chrissy laughs and says, "Okay" and crawls on her hands and knees to 
where Sting sits. Her feet knock the bottle away as she leans close to him like a cat. She gives him one quick 
peck, then throws her arms around his neck and makes a loud, slurping production out of a plain ole surface 
kiss. Stewart can't see Sting's face, only his hands. They tighten around Chrissy's back and pull her closer. The 


slurping noises stop. 

"Fuck that," Paul says. "They're really kissing." 

Stewart watches Sting kiss Chrissy. He still sees them even after Chrissy crawls back to her place and avoids 
Stewart's eyes. Sting's fingers trail over Chrissy's back over and over as Paul spins the bottle. Paul has to 
nudge him to get his attention. 


"| said, you're it, you wanker. Truth or dare?" 


"Truth," he says. His voice sounds low, disinterested. He avoids everybody's eyes. They're staring at him, he 
knows. Everybody's staring. Sting, he's sure, is smiling. Fucking Lucifer in his own mind's eye. 


Paul's voice comes to him from another room, from the room where Sting and Chrissy are still kissing. The 


voice says, "Have you ever fucked a guy?" 
"Aw, come on, Paul,” Chrissy says. "Half the men around here have fucked other guys." 
"Not Stewart, | bet." 


Everyone's staring again. Outside, a car blasts its horn and a girl shouts for her friends to wait the fuck up. 
Inside, in his head, blood has begun to rush. It beats against his ears and he hopes to God it's not beating 
against his cheeks. Sting is looking at him. He's not smiling now. His eyes are distant, carefully stripped of all 
emotion, but his jaw is stiff. The set of his lips begs Stewart into silence. His eyes order him into silence. 


Stewart turns toward Paul. "Yes, | have." 

"Shite, really? Fuck me. Aye? With who?" 

Sting looks pale. 

It would be so easy. So easy. 

| never got his name," Stewart says. "He was a bastard | met at Newcastle. In, out, and that was that." It's 
childish, he knows. But Paul has no clue and Sting's jaw is getting stiffer with every word. "He wasn't even that 
good. He thought he was." 

"All right," Sting says. "Enough bloody details. Lets get on with this." 

He spins the bottle. His hand shakes, not enough for Paul or Chrissy to notice, but enough for Stewart. Sting's 
jaw is set, his fingers trembling. He's angry, Stewart realizes. Sting's eyes roam the room as the bottle spins, 
hard blue and distant. 

The neck points to Stewart. 


"| reckon that's not right fair," Paul mutters. "He were just up, weren't 'e? Fucking bottle." 


Sting's eyes hold Stewart in place. His jaw works, teeth scraping over teeth as he summons up a pleasant, 
modulated voice. Anger slices into it from the sides, like needles below the surface of the skin. 


"Truth or dare, Stewart?" 

There is no hesitation. "Dare." 

Chrissy shifts. "Um, look, guys, this isn't gonna end well. Lets just forget about this game and just open the 
shop and just.." Her voice seems to shrink. She looks younger, vulnerable, only a girl in a leather jacket and 
faded lipstick. "Please." 

"Stewart chose dare, Chrissy," Sting says. "| give him a dare, he carries it out, and the game ends." 

Nobody moves. It would be so easy to pull out of the moment. Just get up. Stand up and walk away. Leave 
Sting there on the floor, powerless to stop him from leaving. But nobody moves, and their inertia holds him in 
place. He wants to swallow, hard. He won't give Sting that satisfaction He squares his shoulders. 


"Go on, then. Dare me." 


"Take off your clothes. All of them" 


Stewart doesn't move. 
"Take off your clothes, Stewart. Its a simple dare." 


He gets up slowly. His eyes roam over Sting's face. It hasn't changed. It still has no expression, jaw tight, eyes 
distant. But just below the fagade, Stewart can see the cold angles and planes that create superiority. Cold, 
simple superiority. 


Stewart is being punished. 


He slips one hand below his jacket, just over his left shoulder, and pulls down the sleeve. He stretches his arms 
back and shrugs the jacket off. He catches it with his hands, just along the collar. He folds it neatly and places 
it on the floor. He grasps the edge of his T-shirt and pulls it up over his head. He folds it as well and places it 
over the jacket. He kicks his shoes off with his feet, then pulls off his socks. He rolls them and slips them 
inside the shoes. He places the shoes by his jacket and T-shirt. 


Chrissy doesn't say a word. Her eyes ask Stewart to forgive her. She knows, then. She guessed. Paul must 
have guessed too. They all know. They're all staring at him now, fully aware of what is going on. Nobody is 
going to stop it. 


Stewart pops open the buttons on his jeans. His hands tremble. He curls his fingers around the fabric and 
takes a deep breath. He's skinny. He's much too skinny. He feels his rib cage like a living thing, straining against 
his skin so that it's the only thing anyone can see. His ribcage and his collarbone and his bony shoulders and 
his nipples getting hard under the scrutiny of Sting's impassive gaze. 


"Take them off, Stewart." 


He bites down the urge to swallow. He pushes it out as a breath. It trembles in the air and he pulls down his 
jeans. He steps out of one leg, then the other. His ribcage vanishes. There is nothing to him but eyes and 
breath caught in his throat, burning, and nipples and his crotch. He folds his jeans and lets them drop to the 
floor. His thumb slips below the elastic band of his underwear. 


"Stewart." 


He closes his eyes. His chest rises and falls, once, and then he pulls down his underwear. Stale, closed air 
rushes in to wrap around his cock and balls and, God, his dick is limp and it just hangs there, swinging uselessly 
as he steps out of his underwear and he doesn't even fold it this time. He grips it in his hand and just looks at 
Sting and just looks and looks and looks. 


Sting points his chin toward the door. 


"Now walk outside. Walk home, Stewart. Walk back to your flat and don't ever get fucking bored around me 


again." 


The door seems miles away. He knows his flat is miles away. He'll be arrested before he reaches it. His arms 
are stiff by his side as he walks to the door. He unlocks it. The mechanism clacks inside his head and runs 
down over his naked body. He's still gripping his underwear. He can hear Chrissy behind him, "You asshole, 
you're not really gonna let him walk out naked? He's gonna get fucking arrested," and she means well. He's 
grateful. 

But he's got a long way to walk. 

Maybe the police won't notice him. 


Everybody else will be staring. 
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